CHAPTER X
AFTER LUNCH
THAT the most pregnant function of human life is the
meal, will be admitted by all who take part in these
recurrent crises. The impossibility of getting down from
table renders it the most formidable of human activities
amc people civilised to the point of swallowing not only
their food but their feelings.
Such a conclusion at least was present to Fleur during
that lunch. That her room was Spanish, reminded her
that it was not with Jon she had spent her honeymoon
in Spain. There had been a curious moment, too, before
lunch; for, the first words Jon had spoken on seeing
Michael, had been:
" Hallo ! This is queer ! Was Fleur with you that day
at Mount Vernon ? "
What was this ?   Had she been kept in the dark ?
Then Michael had said :
" You remember, Fleur ? The young Englishman I met
at Mount Vernon."
" c Ships that pass in the night! * " said Fleur.
Mount Vernon ! So they had met there ! And she had
not!
" Mount Vernon is lovely. But you ought to see Rich-
mond, Anne. We could go after lunch. You haven't been
to Richmond for ages, I expect, Aunt Winifred. We could
take Robin Hill on the way home, Jon."
" Your old home, Jon ?   Oh !   Do let's ! "
At that moment she hated the girl's eager face at which
Ton was looking.